
		
			
			
				[image: Broken Truths: A Novel, Author, Alessandro Robecchi]
			

		

	
		
			
			
			
				[image: Broken Truths: A Novel, Author, Alessandro Robecchi, Imprint, Other Press]
			

		

	
		
			Originally published in Italian as Le verità spezzate in 2024

			by Rizzoli, Milan

			Copyright © 2024, Mondadori Libri S.p.A.

			English translation copyright © 2026, Gregory Conti

			This work was translated with a grant from the Center for Books and Reading of the Italian Ministry of Culture.

			[image: Publisher logo]

			Production editor: Yvonne E. Cárdenas

			Text designer: Patrice Sheridan

			This book was set in Chaparral Pro by

			Alpha Design & Composition of Pittsfied, NH

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from Other Press LLC, except in the case of brief quotations in reviews for inclusion in a magazine, newspaper, or broadcast. For information write to Other Press LLC, 267 Fifth Avenue, 6th Floor, New York, NY 10016. Or visit our Web site: www.otherpress.com

			The Library of Congress has cataloged the printed edition as follows: Names: Robecchi, Alessandro author | Conti, Gregory, 1952- translator Title: The broken truths : a novel / Alessandro Robecchi; translated from the Italian by Gregory Conti.

			Other titles: Verità spezzate. English

			Description: New York : Other Press, 2026. | “Originally published in Italian as Le verità spezzate in 2024 by Rizzoli, Milan”—Title page verso.

			Identifiers: LCCN 2025038729 (print) | LCCN 2025038730 (ebook) | ISBN 9781635425680 paperback acid-free paper | ISBN 9781635425697 ebook

			Ebook ISBN 9781635425680

			Subjects: LCGFT: Thrillers (Fiction) | Fiction | Novels

			Classification: LCC PQ4918.O3 V4713 2026 (print) | LCC PQ4918.O3 (ebook)

			LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2025038729

			LC ebook record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2025038730

			Publisher’s Note

			This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

			a_prh_7.3a_156279378_c0_r0

		

	
		
			Contents

			
				Dedication

			

			
				Chapter 1

				Chapter 2

				Chapter 3

				Chapter 4

				Chapter 5

				Chapter 6

				Chapter 7

				Chapter 8

				Chapter 9

				Chapter 10

				Chapter 11

				Chapter 12

				Chapter 13

				Chapter 14

				Chapter 15

				Chapter 16

				Chapter 17

				Chapter 18

				Chapter 19

				Chapter 20

				Chapter 21

				Chapter 22

				Chapter 23

				Chapter 24

				Chapter 25

				Chapter 26

				Chapter 27

			

		

	
		
			
			THE TRUTH NEVER SEEMS TRUE.

			—GEORGES SIMENON
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			“PUT YOUR CLOTHES BACK ON.”

			The doctor turned his back on him, trod heavily across the six feet that separated him from his desk, and sat down, as though to compile some kind of report, but he didn’t compile anything, he clasped his hands on the desktop and looked at him with a mixture of friendship and indolence, resigned.

			“Well?”

			“Well, nothing, as usual, the test results are a mess, you’re a mess, Manlio, let’s chalk it up to old age and leave it at that.”

			Manlio Parrini chuckled.

			Carlo Dizzani, his doctor, has been his friend since time immemorial. Since they had called him in an emergency when an actor collapsed on the set, and he had arrived, a young doctor on call, fast, efficient. He’d resolved the problem, kid stuff in clinical terms, and had hung around a little to observe, enraptured by that circus of cut-and-dried orders and technically mysterious maneuvers. Lights, filters, camera right, camera left, roll camera, action! Without anyone having asked him, with one of those agreements made with glances and chin thrusts, he had become the official physician on every set directed by Manlio Parrini, the Maestro, and then confidant, friend. He’d even married an actress; that’s life. And after the Maestro had stopped shooting, after the worldwide success of Broken Truths, Dizzani was the only animal present on those sets with whom Parrini had kept in touch.

			Checkups, emergency operations, consults, every so often a dinner date.

			

			—

			“Just as long as you don’t start in with that doctor bullshit about no smoking, no drinking, no fun of any kind.”

			Dizzani smirked.

			“And for what? To waste my breath? I don’t want to know anything, Manlio. If you tell me you smoke a pack a day, that means you smoke two, if you tell me you drink a bottle, that means you drink two. What I can tell you is this: cut everything in half, walk more, take some baby aspirin. We don’t give any guarantees here, but at least I won’t have you on my conscience.”

			Now dressed—his shirt collar not quite right, half inside and half outside the round neckline of his sweater—Manlio Parrini was sitting in the patient’s chair, in front of the doctor’s desk, a chair that was meant to be the scene of tears, worries, and anguish.

			“Aren’t you going to prescribe something for me, doctor?”

			He had said it with a laugh, in the voice of an imploring old lady, one of those put-ons that you can do only to someone who’s a friend and who knows you as well as he knows himself. Dizzani laughed too.

			“Yeah, here’s a prescription for you. Buy a house on the lake, get yourself a dog, take him out for walks, and take out a membership at the bocce club…How old are you, seventy-four? Seventy-five? Buck up, it won’t be long now, they’ll bury you in the history of cinema.”

			“I’ve already been buried there for years now,” the Maestro responded, still laughing.

			But then he turned serious, and almost lost in thought, added:

			“I’m not so greedy, all I need is a year, Carlo, I’m thinking about making a film.”

			

			—

			There.

			He’d said it.

			He’d said it without wanting to, it just slipped out, somehow. But now that he was biting his tongue, looking at the amazement on the other’s face, the surprise painted in his friend’s wide-open eyes, he told himself that it was just fine. His doctor was the first to know it, just as he had been the first to know, a long time ago, that he was never going to make another one. Finished. Done. Manlio Parrini was taking his leave from the set after his worldwide masterpiece.

			From disgust, from fear, from…

			

			—

			In February of 1998 there was a cold wind blowing in Montreal. Parrini was accepting an award, one of the many. Broken Truths had become a milestone; Cahiers du cinéma had dedicated a special issue to him, festivals all over the world were fighting over who would get to have Parrini, or rather Monsieur Parrinì to speak about his art, about the neo-neo-realism that was revolutionizing European cinema. France was mad over him, Wim Wenders called him “Maestro,” Hollywood was courting him in the only way it knew how: suitcases full of dollars and promises of golden statues.

			He had discovered himself to have become a sort of walking cult. What nonsense.

			Not long ago, Anita had up and left him, running off with an actor who was younger than her, so stupid. Maybe she couldn’t deal with being the wife of a kind of monument, a champion, someone that all the film schools were putting alongside Fellini, or Antonioni, a director that students were choosing as a thesis topic. Or maybe they had already said to each other everything that a man and woman can say.

			He had come to Montreal with Carlo Dizzani, his friend, and it had been there, almost on the pier, behind that big Canadian Chinatown, with the collar of his overcoat turned up and his hands thrust in his pockets, that he had said to him:

			“That’s it, I’ve had it, I’m never making another film.”

			

			—

			His friend had made the same face he’s making now, the same amazement, even if at the time there may have been some alarm that isn’t visible now.

			Now, instead, there is amused curiosity. He is sitting comfortably on his doctor’s chair, his hands on the desktop filled with papers.

			“And that’s all you’re going to tell me? Tell me about it, come on!”

			“No, not now, it’s too early. You’re the first to know, but there’s nothing certain, it’s only an idea.”

			They said goodbye as usual, with detached affection, no fawning, and a few quips worthy of a couple of old gents who’ve seen what life has to offer.

			Now he’s back on the street. He decides to take a little detour; he’s supposed to walk more, right? Let’s pay attention to our doctors, now and again. So, he makes his way along the streets of the city center, crosses the piazza of La Scala, avoids the Gallery, and arrives in Piazza San Fedele.

			It’s a quarter to six, daylight is fading fast, in one of those Milanese September sunsets that aren’t sunsets, just a programmed fade-out of sunlight, a bureaucratic process of dimming.

			He is standing in front of the statue of Manzoni, lighting a cigarette. The old police headquarters is gone, it was in the Jesuits’ palace, knocked down by the Allied bombing raids in ‘43. Good aim, the church was saved, the rest no. Even if the building isn’t there anymore—there’s another one, polished and refined—he sees Inspector De Vincenzi going in and out, imagines a porous and dense fog, thinks about where he would place the camera, what orders he would give, pretending not to give orders, to the lighting director. It’s always like this when he’s imagining a story, he goes to see the places that contained it, and he sees them differently than they are, sees them as he would like them to be.

			He knows how to do it. It’s a gift.

			So, now, while the multitudes of shoppers are walking past him loaded down with shopping bags, tourists crisscrossing with rushing office workers, young girls brushing by him taking selfies, flanked by curiosity seekers with no curiosity plodding along wearily in the city of fashion, he sees something else. He sees a city with no frenzy, monumental and dark, oppressed.

			“Piazza San Fedele was a bituminous lake of fog where arc lamps glowed, emanating reddish halos,”[*] wrote Augusto De Angelis in 1935.

			He sees the tracking shot, the slithering of the shadows, the scant lights, a figure slipping into a doorway, Inspector De Vincenzi, a little hero without knowing it.

			The beginning of the story, which is always the beginning of the end of a story.

			
				SKIP NOTES

				
					* Augusto De Angelis, Il banchiere assassinato (Aurora, 1935), later published in English as The Murdered Banker.
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			THE DOG, THE HOUSE ON the lake, the bocce club.

			Manlio Parrini chuckles to himself; self-deprecation is fine, but this is self-mockery, bordering on self-derision. He sits down on the enormous couch in his office, after arranging next to him a box full of documents, sheets of paper, jumbled notes. Outside it’s dark, not yet pitch, the curtains on the big windows that look out onto the garden filter the little remaining light that the looming darkness permits.

			This is my house on the lake, he thinks, I don’t need a lake, what would I do with a lake? On the other hand, the dog would be nice.

			His office—he’d always called it that—is actually the annex to a villa, with a garden all around it, like a little hunting lodge next to the manor, three floors in absurdly Gothic style, some flower beds that have seen better times, a white gravel driveway, a fountain that hasn’t spouted water for centuries.

			He’d rented it—though to tell the truth he never paid rent—from the owner of the villa, a merchant or a loan shark, or a property owner—he hadn’t ever bothered to find out—who played at being a patron of the arts. Cavalier Guido Bastoni, filthy rich. He had invested in the production of a few films, back in the day, and later had a big piece of the action for the making of Broken Truths. He had nothing to do with the film industry, except to provide some capital to more expert producers, but his chest puffed out with pride for having made possible the production of that world-famous masterpiece.

			And when Parrini was looking for an office, a comfortable den, the Cavalier had felt it was too good to be true that he could offer him that glass pavilion, that laboratory where the Maestro would be able to study and work. Parrini had fixed it up to a T—he had plenty of money at the time—outfitting it for work and life, even a small projection room, in a sort of basement, and then a large loft, with tables, couches, cabinets, bookshelves, some antiques, some impressive paintings, a Tadini, a beautiful Pericoli, even an old editing machine, from the days when editing was done in analog, using the actual film, crazy stuff.

			The little realm of Manlio Parrini, the Maestro. It had even appeared in a magazine, smashing photographs, with some money coming in, after that, when it came in handy.

			Before he died, Cavalier Bastoni had summoned him to a meeting, to propose a sale, “to keep it out of the hands of my shithead heirs,” he’d said, and the annex of the villa, more than three thousand square feet, had become his property, at a cost of less than a city car, practically no more than the lawyer’s fee. He still remembers that encounter, the Cavalier cordial and ceremonious, Parrini embarrassed as usual. The Cavalier had received him in his rich art collector’s office. As a lighthearted jest he had shown him a poster, exquisite, from the Milano Trade Fair, an item from the 1930s, masterfully framed above a bookshelf. “Your namesake,” he’d commented. And so, Manlio Parrini, the famous director, learned that there had been another Manlio Parrini, he, too, famous in his own way, almost a century before, painter, illustrator, with a sharp-angled Fascist style. They had laughed over it together, and he was taken aback with amazement. But a small amazement, innocuous, nothing compared to the surprise of becoming the owner of a country manor, but in the city, in the shining city of Milan, where those who live there consider beautiful the places of which you can say, “How glorious, it doesn’t even seem that you’re in Milan.”

			Then Anita had died, he had left the cinema behind, without slamming the door, without any explanation except the one in the famous interview in Variety, where he denied having any second thoughts: “It doesn’t interest me anymore, it’s a place with no truth.”

			It sounded like an obituary.

			There was no longer any sense in keeping a house in the city center, a house for an old and happy couple, that is, he old and she happy, as he had hoped, after she had gone. He had sold their house, and he had retired there, in his office, where there was plenty of space and he had everything within reach: his books, his films, screens, the soft light filtering in from the garden.

			With the old lady, the widow Bastoni, he had almost no contact. Nor with the villa that loomed over his garden. He could see from his big windows a fair amount of coming and going, the maids, the Peruvian jack of all trades, Carlos, who changed uniforms like some five-foot-tall Arturo Brachetti, now the chauffeur in blue, later the butler, later still a laborer. A quiet coming and going of people who came to talk business—but who knows what kind, real estate, probably—or nieces and nephews on a visit, or curriers of various kinds of favor. The old lady never went out. She was a minuscule figure, bent over from age, avaricious, people said, but who knows, people say a lot of things.

			An ideal hideaway, all things considered, much better than the house at the lake and the bocce club.

			The dog, on the other hand…

			

			…

			Now a bell is ringing. It’s the intercom at the gate. Manlio Parrini gets up from the couch and pushes the button to open the gate, then he half opens the front door and sits back down, hearing the crunching sound of the gravel under the wheels of a car.

			Sara De Viesti fills the entrance with her crown of red hair. She’s tall, still young almost, has a feisty look about her and moves with a long, harmonious stride. He gets up from the couch and walks toward her, they embrace. No affection, no warm greetings, even though they haven’t seen each other for two years.

			Or maybe the affection is of the kind that they both love.

			“What the fuck do you want from me, you old coot?”

			“The usual,” he says, “that you listen to me.”

			

			—

			Sara De Viesti is thirty-eight and for at least fifteen years she has been the wunderkind of Italian cinema. Screenwriter, director, very underground, shunned by the market, outspoken, ornery, the best you’ll hear said about her is that she’s a disagreeable shithead, which is something they say about the really good ones, if you think about it. She had met the Maestro ten years ago, he on the jury of an esoteric film festival, she in the competition with a crudely militant film. He’d made her win, more out of spite for the rest of the jury, but her film was good. Since then he had followed her work, from a distance, and then he had called her a few times, when he had gotten it into his head, like now, to go back to making a film, but everything had gone belly-up, there had been arguments and fights. Afterward, when the fires died down and tempers cooled, Manlio Parrini had realized that he needed those fights, that those bitter arguments were as vital to him as bread, even more, as cigarettes.

			And now there she is, a glass in hand, her legs crossed under her butt at the other end of the couch, her fiery red hair going in all directions. She’s dressed with the attentive nonchalance of certain women who have nothing to demonstrate to men, nothing sophisticated, but with taste, wide-leg pants, a shirt, a lightweight sweater, open in the front, which is the only concession to a September that could have been warmer but instead is acting fickle.

			“If you’re asking for therapy, I charge a fee,” she says.

			“No, dear, not at all, we’ve got work to do.”

			Now there’s a wary silence, she looks around the room through her glass and the white wine inside it; he looks at her, it’s unclear if he’s about to talk or waiting to get yelled at.

			“Listen, old coot, the last time you made me waste six months, remember?”

			“But it was a nice idea. You liked it.”

			“Yeah, a lot of research, a slew of pages written, and…the compliments. Shit, a film with Manlio Parrini, the film of the big comeback, the new-new-realism of the Maestro with the young screenwriter…Cannes, Venice…all bullshit, Manlio. You remember, don’t you?”

			He smiles. He’d known he was in for a rant, and it was a justified rant, he knew that, too. But he also knows something else, that this rant is creating the right climate. He wants her mean; he wants her hostile. She’s the only person who can really tell him what she thinks, what no one else would dare say to Manlio Parrini: “Your idea is a piece of shit,” and maybe he wouldn’t let anyone say it, except her.

			And maybe she’s thinking these same exact things, because she suddenly puts down her glass, leans back against the cushions, and closes her eyes.

			“I’m listening, Maestro.”

			He laughs. And now there he is, digging his hands into the cardboard box. He pulls out a bunch of papers, a notebook, a badly sharpened stub of a pencil, spreads it out next to himself on the couch, and starts.

			“What do you know about Augusto De Angelis?”

			“Practically nothing.”

			“Perfect.”

			“Give me a title so I can get an idea.”

			“A cold case from the 1940s.”

			“Oh shit. Let’s hear it.”

			Manlio Parrini breaks into an odd smile, though she doesn’t see it because her eyes are still closed. He’s got her, he knows he’s captured her attention. All it took was ten minutes. His little smile means a lot of things, and one of them, well hidden, says, “You’ve still got your charm, you old bastard.”

			Maybe that’s what she’s thinking too, but she wouldn’t admit it, not even under torture.
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			EARLY MORNING, THE SUN STILL hasn’t come up, assuming it ever will. Behind him is the door to the jail, before him a new life, if it will really be new. The old one, he thinks, hadn’t been so bad. Dense, yes. And he had thought about it often, in jail, every minute, you might say. Going over it, lining up successes and mistakes, it had been something to grab onto to fight off the hunger, the humiliation, the humidity that was eating away at his bones. He leans up against the wall, now, even if the cold seems less intense than what he had felt inside, less harsh, less malign.

			Now he’s out, and the others are still inside, some have given up, others are still inextricably in war, interrogated to the tune of backhand slaps across the face, or worse. In the early days, still astounded to find himself in a cage, he observed those guards and police officers as though they were characters in his books, but only to realize that scum like that couldn’t have gotten into his books.

			Now more than anything he wants to sit down, find a café, drink something hot that’s not that horrible broth that they fed him inside. He has 121 lire and a few cents in his pocket, what he had when they’d picked him up, his clothes are all rumpled, his stomach is growling, his head is spinning with dizzy spells that suddenly come and go, he walks with the uncertain step of someone who seems drunk. Then he finds a little shop, a latteria, he waits until the woman busy behind the counter notices he’s there.

			

			—

			Yes, he had measured the astronomical distance between those cops in the jail and the cops in his novels. He had thought often about his hero, Inspector De Vincenzi, so ingenious and reflective, somebody who read the French poets, who conducted his investigations of crimes and murders with the tools of human psychology, who had studied Freud and entered into the labyrinth of the minds of his characters, while inside that jail it was all body blows and shouting.

			What he missed most in the cell he shared with a lowlife from Bergamo, a small-time swindler, was writing, he who had done almost nothing but write, in his life, and so he went back over in his mind certain passages from his books, certain sentences that he had fished out of who knows where in his mind, and then polished and sharpened, and put down on the page. Inspector De Vincenzi, who…

			
				
					was young, not yet thirty-five, and yet he felt old. […] Some of his classmates at his prep school called him a poet, to poke fun at him, naturally. And he was so much a poet that he had become a police detective.[*1]

			

			Sure, he thinks with a frown, it had taken courage to depict, in those years, from 1935 on, in his twenty or so detective novels, a police officer who was kind, respectful, someone who used the formal second-person pronoun even to address suspects, someone so removed from that Fascist rhetoric that wanted everything dressed in rudeness and black, muscular. He had heard and read the warnings about his books: who is this intellectual who doesn’t mimic the American and English detectives, who writes about crime here, in the paradise of Fascism, where crime doesn’t exist?

			“Intellectual,” obviously, was a ferociously pejorative epithet.

			And how many times had he been forced to chisel, and correct, and adapt, because the editors called him, reading him the documents they had received from the censorship office. This is better left unsaid, this upsets the moral order, this…walking on eggs, effacing himself. He adapted, polished, cut. But his inspector remained irreducibly non-Fascist, not crude, not square-jawed. A poet…unbelievable.

			He grimaces, because he, the playwright and writer Augusto De Angelis, is now over fifty, and he feels not old, but decrepit, a wreck. And as for poetry, well, he’s just come from a place, a freezing cold cell, where there was really no poetry at all, and if he wanted a dose, a little dose, all he could do was think back on his own writing, even back to the comedies, all those comedies, because the theater had been a true love, and even to his newspaper reports of twenty years earlier, when he traveled on luxury trains, knew Paris, was a correspondent in Geneva, at the League of Nations, at peace conferences.

			It seems like a century ago.

			“What can I bring you?”

			The woman is standing in front of him, now. She dries her hands on her apron, not exactly immaculate, if truth be told. They are chafed hands, red as cherries. On hearing his request, she laughs with contempt, but not contempt for him, contempt for everything.

			“Sure, eggs, where did you come from, anyway?”

			She brings what there was: a cup of disgusting coffee, chicory, and two slices of dark bread, days old probably, that he dunked to soften it up.

			As much as the moment lent itself to it, he hadn’t given in to self-pity, hadn’t thought about himself in other times, in other clothes, with other foods in front of him, maybe even some good wine, or some delicacy from back before everything had fallen apart. On the contrary, he laughs, thinking about those little ad boxes that used to appear in the newspapers years ago, announcing his plays, or his serial stories, or his novels. And these things pop into his mind in flashes, like lightning bolts, only a bit ridiculous, as though he were thinking of the life of someone else. He remembers one of them almost by heart, December 1935:

			Augusto De Angelis reveals himself in

			this new novel

			as a maestro in describing the environment

			inhabited by his characters.

			Grand hotels

			Classy villas

			Little cafés in the provinces

			with all their characteristic “types”

			a “vamp”

			a crazed gambler

			the manager of a gambling den

			a Turkish pasha

			Now, his new novel in La Stampa della Sera[*2]

			Yes, it is a very bitter laugh. There are no “vamps” around here, just two hours ago he was locked up in a filthy cell, now he’s eating stale bread and drinking dishwater, because we’re in the spring of 1944, and there are no more gambling casinos, nor any grand hotels, much less any Turkish pashas. It’s all gone, if you really think about it, even the refined novelist who translated from the French, and even Italy, to tell it all, the glorious Empire, there’s nothing left but a handful of thugs who have taken command in Salò along with their German partners.

			Even his comedies come to mind, the actresses he’d known, the theater companies, the smile of the great Dina Galli—what an actress! what a woman!—when he had staged his comedy Pupattolina. It was 1911, he was only twenty-three years old. He’d sent out the script just like that, on a lark, with no hope, and instead…What a life he’d had before him! Now it all seems so far away, and that life is behind him.

			This brings him back to the café, if that’s what we want to call that greasy spoon in Como, and to his life now. But he’s out of jail. That’s something.

			He pays the bill and gets up, glad to be wobbling a little less than before.

			
				SKIP NOTES

				
					*1 Augusto De Angelis, Six Women and a Book (Edizioni Minerva, 1936).

				

				
					*2 Announcement in La Stampa della Sera, December 30, 1935.
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			HE WALKED UP THE STAIRS, just two floors, but that was plenty. So, he waited a couple of minutes before ringing the bell, time to catch his breath. The secretary, a woman in her early forties, welcomed him with a trace of embarrassment, evidently his visit had been announced, his fame preceded him, in other words, and she called him “Maestro” and smiled at him before slipping back into role.

			“It’s an honor to meet you,” she said, shaking his hand, “Signor Corrioni will see you right away, I’ll let him know you’re here.” She whispered something into a telephone while he took a look around. A large front office, lots of light. A desk for the secretary, in perfect order, some chairs for people waiting for an appointment, photographs and posters on the walls of the most recent productions and a few blockbusters from the past. A large, framed poster that stood out in the center of the one wall, Broken Truths, directed by Manlio Parrini.

			He smiled, above all at himself. You old peacock, he thought.

			Two minutes later he was sitting in a magnificent office, all wood, cabinets, tables piled with books and files, an enormous window that looked out on the piazza, agitated and frenetic. All this, despite its being a branch office; the headquarters is in Rome, because that’s where the movies are made.

			Nothing had changed from the way he remembered it, or maybe yes, a more modern computer on the desk, two or three cell phones scattered around the dark wood desktop, half hidden by papers and documents, and the face of the guy sitting opposite him, younger, about forty-five, Luca Corrioni, the son of the great producer.

			So, they chatted a little. About the old man, the great movies he had made, the current cinema—the platforms, the theaters that were dying out, the festivals—and he enjoyed the curiosity of that charming and just slightly graying man who had inherited an empire, more than that, a name printed in gold letters in the history of cinema. He seemed like a born-again Seventh-day Bocconi business grad, all figures and sector analyses. That was different, too.

			They exhausted the formalities and memories, both glad to be done with them, and the young producer couldn’t contain himself any longer.

			“So? Tell me, I’m really curious!”

			Manlio Parrini felt a little ill at ease. It was almost thirty years that everyone had been waiting for him to start shooting a new film, that everyone had been sending him treatments, screenplays, suggesting ideas, deploring his absence from the set: and the new film? When? Why not?

			Now that he was here, he saw the situation for what it was.

			In essence, he was asking for money. A beggar. Sure, he was Manlio Parrini, every producer in the country, and even outside the country, especially in France, would have signed with eyes closed to have his name on a poster, his work in the theaters, maybe even himself in person on the red carpet in Cannes, and yet he felt like someone with his hat in hand. He had to explain his idea, say what he had in mind, how he wanted to do it, maybe even why he wanted to do it. It wasn’t easy. With old man Corrioni, the father of this youngster in a suit, it would have been easier: a complicit glance, a vague description, endless dinner conversations…now, no. Now it was different, now it was only economics and financial architecture. He was reminded of his remark about cinema, the only one that made sense, it seemed to him now: “a place with no truth.”

			

			—

			Yet he began to speak, to explain, starting from the beginning—the story—keeping his real reasons for the end. It was a film, sure, nothing more. But it was a film by Manlio Parrini, or better, the film of his big comeback, and he wanted it to be clear, he wanted the opportunity to sparkle in the other man’s eyes, wanted him to understand its value.

			“It’s a film about the impossibility of being free,” he said.

			Everything had to be metaphor, it all had to lead there, to the illusion of freedom and the ugly ending in store for all free men, even when they kept their freedom in check, contained it to exploit it only in part, reduced it to retain at least some fragments
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